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TO HIS MAID PREW
THESE summer-birds did with thy master stay The times of warmth; but then they flew away; Leaving their poet (being now grown old) Exposed to all the coming winter's cold. But thou kind Prew did'st with my fates abide, As well the winter's as the summer's tide: For which thy love, live with thy master here. Not one, but all the seasons of the year.
TWO EPITAPHS
Upon a Virgin
HERE a solemn fast we keep, While all beauty lies asleep. Hushed be all things: (no noise here) But the toning of a tear: Or a sigh of such as bring Cowslips for her covering.
Upon Prew his Maid
IN this little urn is laid Prewdence Baldwin (once my maid) From whose happy spark here let Spring the purple violet.)O                         ROBERT    HERRICK             1591-1674
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THESE summer-birds did with thy master stay
The times of warmth; but then they flew away;
Leaving their poet (being now grown old)
Exposed to all the coming winter's cold.
But thou kind Prew did'st with my fates abide,
As well the winter's as the summer's tide:
For which thy love, live with thy master here.
Not one, but all the seasons of the year.
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Upon a Virgin

HERE a solemn fast we keep,
While all beauty lies asleep.
Hushed be all things: (no noise here)
But the toning of a tear:
Or a sigh of such as bring
Cowslips for her covering.
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IN this little urn is laid
Prewdence Baldwin (once my maid)
From whose happy spark here let
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